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THE  LADY-LORD 

LOVE-SONGS 
I 

I  GIVE  THEE  THE  EAST  AND 
THE  WEST 

I  give  thee  the  east  and  the  west, 
Oh  love,  and  the  isles  and  the  sea ; 
And  my  heart,  and  what  much  I  have 
Of  God  I  give  unto  thee ; 
And  I  know  not  if  aught  remains 
But  take  it  if  there  be ! 


And  I  so  deep  in  love  with  th.ee, 
And  thou  it  seems  death-hating  me. 

Ever  of  thee  my  heart  is  thinking 
While  cup  of  the  fate-store  I'm  drinking. 

Ah  dark,  dear  love,  my  dreaming'd  be, 
Could  love  and  hate  part  thee  and  me ! 


Ill 

DEAR  LOVE   I   AM  THY  BROTHER 

Dear  love,  I  am  thy  brother  to  go  beside  thee 
I  thy  close  friend, 
If  foe  or  any  evil  thing  betide  thee, 
Thee  to  defend ; 

A  little  thy  mother  too  when  pain  troubleth 
thee; 

*"*" 

Thy  lady  true.dver  to  heart-speak  with  thee. 

— What  more  I  be 

Is  that  I  am  thy  lover  to  die  for  thee. 
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IV 
OH  FACE  SO  FAIR 

Oh  face  so  fair,  light-face  to  see, 
Thou  art  white  candle  unto  me. 

Thou  art  the  picture,  thou  the  book ; 
The  music-face,  the  glamour-look. 

Oh  fearful  fair,  almost  I  say'd, 
Thou  puttest  God  for  me  in  shade ! 


V 
IN  THE  INGLE 

In  the  ingle  oh  sitting,  dear  love, 

Far  from  thee, 
Naught  am  I  doing,  nor  seeking  to  move ; 

Seam  on  my  knee ; 
Needle  in  hand  unusing's  gleaming; 
Oh  dear  love,  I  of  thee  am  dreaming. 

Not  for  skill-want,  the  seam  unsewed; 

For  gown-wealth,  nor ; 
And  not  for  lack  of  sleep,  I  waking  bode 

The  embers  o'er. 

For  thee,  dear  love,  my  heart  is  dreaming, 
For  thee  afar  o'er  sea-wave  streaming. 


Now  fair  and  black  from  my  hand  be  flowing, 
My  writing,  thou  to  my  far  love  going. 

On  grey  goose-quill,  oh  my  song,  be  flying, 
Over  the  muirs  thy  music  crying. 

Words  of  my  heart  to  his  eyes  be  speaking; 
Words  of  my  beating  heart,  him  seeking ! 


VII 
A  MALISON 

He  that  shall  put  on  thee  woe, 
He  that  shall  ill-think  to  thee, 
Or  curse  thee ;  in  hell-death  laid  low, 
God's  back  to  him  be ! 

Black  snakes  on  his  death-bed  be  gliding. 

Black  snakes  on  his  breast ; 

Be  the  worms  in  his  liver  up-riding 

With  slogan  unblest ; 

For  him  be  no  hiding, 

No  peace-thought,  no  rest. 

And  if  it  ever  be  mine  to  give  thee  woe 
I  will  that  I  to  hell  with  him  may  go ! 


VIII 

j). 

OH  CHRIST  AND  IS  IT  TRUE 

Oh  Christ  and  is  it  true,  must  I 
Believe  my  love  shall  one  day  die? 

Jesus,  then  hold  his  fainting  head, 
And  soothe  the  anguish  of  that  bed. 

Lull  thou  the  pain,  comfort  his  soul, 
And  bring  him  to  the  ever-goal. 

But  oh  one  boon  of  thee  I  crave, 
And  grant  it  for  his  sake  so  brave, 

That  I  may  first  death  flood  swim 
To  know  what  it  will  be  for  him. 


IX 

ANGER  SONG:  AT  LEAST  MY 
THINKING 

At  least  my  thinking  goes  with  thee,  my 

dreaming, 
Battling  and  blow, 
My  wraith,  my  all-but-body  round  thee 

streaming, 
Lightning-aglow ; 

And  howsoever  far  away  thou've  drove  me 
This  much  I  deem,  hate-love,  thou'rt  having 
of  me. 


x 

OH  SOUL  OF  FLAME 

Oh  soul  of  flame,  and  heart  of  dew, 
And  face  of  light, — oh  ru'n  mo  dubh! 

Fresh  mountain  fish;  eyes  crystal  grey; 
And  eyelids  white- thorn  buds  of  May; 

Brother  of  wild  white  swan  of  the  sand; 
I  look  on  thee,  and  I  hold  thy  hand. 

Ah  love,  in  Tir-nan-og  with  me, 
What  will  thine  Ever-beauty  be? 
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XI 

OH  THOU  SO  SWEET 

Oh  thou  so  sweet,  so  dear  art  thou, 
I  love  thee  more  than  word  is  how. 

Sweet  dear  of  love  and  light  of  lowe 
And  benediction  on  my  brow. 

Soft  air  of  harp  above  the  prow, 
Lapping  of  waves  my  lif  e  doth  plough. 

Cuckoo  that  sings  from  bended  bough, 
My  love  of  land  of  Ever-now. 

To  thee  I  bring,  to  thee  I  vow, 
And  sea  and  isles ;  and  not  enow. 


II 


XII 

ANGER  SONG:  OH  BLACK  I  HATE 
THEE 

Oh  black  I  hate  thee;  take  away  the  thou- 

thoughts 

That  thou  didst  put  on  me;  oh  ugly  one, 
Woe  unto  thee,  and  God  strike  dumb  thy 

mouth;  ought's 

Better  a  sound  than  what  thou  sayest.  Sun 
And  moon  are  dingy,  looking  thee  upon. 


And  glad  am  I  that  thou  me  too  be  hating, 
And  am  I  not  the  happy  one  that  thou 

With  anger-breath  my  sail-of-skiff  unwaiting 
Godspeedest,  where  my  speed  so  great  is 

now? 
To  Paradise  the  theeless  flies  my  prow! 
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XIII 

MORNING:  WHITE-DREAMING 
FACE  OF  MY  DEAR 

White-dreaming  face  of  my  dear, 
Waken;  the  dawn  is  here. 

Ope,  oh  so  misty  eyes ; 
Keep  ope  and  recognize ! 

Mouth,  from  the  far  sleep-sea 
Spread  now  thy  smile-wings  for  me. 


XIV 
A  CROON:  DEAR  ONE  TO-NIGHT 

*'  Dear  one,  to-night  howfarest  thou?  " 
"  Oh  could  I  sleep  it  were  enow!  " 

"  Thou  ailest  ah  I  know  not  how!  " 
"  Oh  could  I  sleep  it  were  enow!  " 


Oh  love  can  soothe  the  aching  brow!  " 
Oh  could  I  sleep  it  were  enow!  " 


"  Oh  prayer  can  heal  the  broken  vow!  " 
"  Oh  could  I  sleep  it  were  enow!  " 

"  Oh  hush  thee,  rest,  baloo  balow!  " 
"  Oh  could  I  sleep  it  were  enow!  " 


XV 
OH  DEARER  THAN  MY  LIFE  TO  ME 

Oh  dearer  than  my  life  to  me 

Dear  land  of  north  that  nursed  thee! 

Blest  be  the  birds  on  yonder  boughs 
And  blest  the  beasts  that  tread  yon 
knowes. 

Soft  fall  the  snows,  the  dews  fall  fair; 
God  love  the  folk  that  home-dwell  there. 

And  ever  blest  be  that  wild  sea 
That  links  the  lands  of  thee  and  me. 


XVI 
OH  DISTANT  LOVE 

Oh  distant  love ! 

As  the  sunflower  turns  to  the  sun, 
Ever  my  face  to  the  Trinity's  turning; 
Praying  for  thee,  the  Father  flame-burning ; 

Christ-mild  the  Son ; 
Ghost  of  the  moon-sky  with  thee  adjourning. 

By  bright  Trinity 

Thy  right  foot  blest  be, 

Thy  left  faring  free ; 

My-afar-from-me, 

My  distant  love! 
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XVII 
OH  DEEP  IS  THE  CUP  OF  LOVE 

Oh  deep  is  the  cup  of  love  yet  I  must  drink 
for  thee, 

And  I  would  thou  wert  with  me  here  to  en- 
courage me. 

For  many  a  thing  do  I  do  I  am  fearful  of, 
When  I'm  with  thee;  and  thou  never  know- 
ing it,  oh  dear  love. 

But  I  fear  to  love  thee  more  now  alanerlie; 
Turn  thy  feet  hither,  come,  oh  my  might-to- 
me! 


XVIII 

TAKE  NOT  FROM  ME  THE  LITTLE 
JEST-WORD 

Take  not  from  me  the  little  jest- word, 
Forth  on  the  wings  of  the  smile-lips  flying; 
Faring  to  eastward,  faring  to  westward, 
Brave  form  of  fairy,  the  storm-dark  defying. 
Only  courage  to  me  remaining 
To  launch  the  jest-word,  charm- word  of  ly- 

ing. 

Stricken's  my  heart,  I  own  it.  Retaining 
The  show-lie,  so  only  not  yet  I'll  be  dying. 
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XIX 

TAKE  FROM  ME  THE  LITTLE 
FLOWERS 

Take  from  me  the  little  flowers 

And  the  bright-eyed  beasts  and  the  birds ; 

And  the  babies,  oh  God,  take  away; 

Hearken  my  praying- words; 

Empty  my  road  of  them, 

Empty  my  house  and  my  arm; 

For  black  is  my  heart  with  hate, 

And  I  would  not  these  came  to  harm. 
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XX 

GOD  THE  FATHER 

God  the  Father  in  brightest  Paradise; 
Christ  son  of  dew-dawn,  the  cloud- sky 

possessing ; 
On  earth  my  white  love,  light-thought  and 

joy  to  me; 

Enviable  am  I  not,  glad  beyond  guessing? 
— Now  this  prayer  pray  I,  not  a  forbidden 

one, 
God  with  His  right  hand  my  songs  be  blessing! 
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TO  THE  CHILD 

I 
SMALL  ONE,  OH  WALK 

Small  one,  oh  walk  with  me  over  the  waters; 

The  thunders  call; 
The  lightnings  are  for  candles  ;  the  seal- 

daughters 
For  music  waul; 
The  whiskered  whales  nosing  thy  little 

shoulder 

Are  sweeping  past  thee;  than  to  fear  art 
bolder. 

The  stour  of  snowflakes  wraps  us  from  each 

other; 

We  cannot  see; 
Thy  chin  upon  thy  chest,  thee  they'll  not 

smother 

Nor  blind  thine  ee; 
Set  sure  thy  feet  ;  nor  start  thou  at  the  whip- 


. 
The  wriggle  of  cold  tail  of  herring  slipping. 
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Wee  one,  the  storm  is  growing  blacker  round 

us; 

Hold  fast  my  hand ; 
Now  if  the  bursting  billows  not  have  drowned 

us, 

We  win  the  sand, 
Sheen-sand  of  Tir-nan-og,  sheen-sand  of. 

hoping; 
And  thou  and  I  at  rest;  ended  our  groping. 


22 


II 

HAPPY  AM  I 

Happy  am  I  to  be  guarding  thee, 
Sleeper  so  wee,  still  retarding  thee 
Handf  ast  by  me,  while  discarding  thee 
Far  strays  thy  wraith  o'er  the  slumber-sea. 

Are  not  thy  sleeping  eyes  dear  to  me? 
Is  not  thy  silent  voice  clear  to  me? 
Warm  fire  of  heart  burning  near  to  me, 
By  night  or  by  day  shall  I  love  more  thee? 

Thy  lonely  image  unrended  be 

By  strange  beast  till  dawn ;  then  back- 
wended  be 

Hither  safe  with  thee  to  blended  be; 

And  kiss  of  my  heart  take  thou  now  from 
me. 
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Ill 

SMALL  ONE,  AWAKE 

Small  one  awake  and  meet  me  on  the  ocean; 

So-dear,  make  haste ! 

The  bursting  fright  thee  not  in  its  commo- 
tion; 

Thy  muscles  braced, 
Rush  thou  upon  the  seething;  shore- 
forgetting, 

Struggle  thou  toward  me  o'er  the  breakers' 
letting. 

Small  heart  of  fire  with  the  wild  billows 

battling; 
Oh  wee  craft  brave, 

The  dark  is  black  around  thee,  thunder- 
rattling, 
Nor  makes  thee  crave. 

Spirit,  thee  dashing  on  the  huge  cliffs  heav- 
ing, 

Force-fighting  toward  me,  well  art  thou 
achieving. 

Now  thou  art  come;  Holo,  thou  art  arrived; 
So  glad  am  I ! 
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Thy  music-heart  warm-beating  that  has 

dived 

And  risen  so  high; 
Thy  hand  in  mine,  now  list  we  the  sweet  sea- 

staves, 
Oh  thou  and  I  so  lonely  mid  the  sea-waves ! 


IV 


THE  MUSIC  KNIGHT:  SMALL  ONE, 
NOW  IF  I  PRAY 

Small  one,  now  if  I  pray  for  thee  what  wilt 

thou? 

Shall  I  beseech, 
Wee  knight,  that  with  thy  fiddle-bow  for 

hilt  thou 

That  land  may  reach, 
That  Tir-nan-og,  in  safety,  valiant  player; 
Small  one,  thou  that  shalt  rest  not  here  a 
stayer? 

Wee  tongue  of  flame  on  the  wild  winds  thee 

flinging,  ^ 
Dashing  so  bright 
What  will  betide  thee  in  their  fierce  on- 

dinging, 
Spirit  so  light  ? 

What  for  defence  hast  thou,  so  brave  defender, 
Or  what  can  I  for  service  to  thee  render? 

Strength-music  on  thee,  glory-music  on  thee, 
Music  of  joy; 
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For  talisman  and  shield,  voice  of  Christ  on 

thee, 

Saving  his  boy ! 

Lo  all  these  musics  I  on  to  thee  praying, 
And  in  this  armour  bright,  thee  sure- 


arraying  ! 


V 
HOW  SHOULD  I  DIE? 

How  should  I  die,  how  go  from  thee,  my  dear 

one? 

I  will  not  have  it 
That  1  be  slain;  all  God's  commands  I  fear; 

one, 

This,  I  must  waive  it. 
I  will  not  die ;  my  life  myself  will  save  it. 

But  oh  if  I  be  taen,  I  will  my  cantors 

Be  eagles  yelling; 
With  yelling  eagles,  anger-wild  descanters, 

Upon  the  swelling 

Billows  of  mist-cloud,  I  will  reach  heaven's 
helling. 

And  think  not  though  I  perish  I  forget  thee, 

In  high  heaven  roaming; 
Mild  eye  of  Jesus  dear  but  since  it  pet  thee, 

In  sweet  sleep-gloaming. 
— From  east  or  west  I  know  not,  such  words 


coming ! 
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VI 

THE  SEA-DANCE:  HO  I  O  EE! 

Ho  i  o  ee ! 

Over  the  sea 

Dance  of  the  fishes  and  flounders  free ! 

Bairnie  darling, 

Wild  is  the  fling; 

Rude  rocks  the  haddock  in  reel  of  the  ring ! 

Kick  from  the  land ; 

Into  the  band ! 

Fin  there  proffered  for  proffered  hand; 

White  body  gleg 

Is  for  leaping  leg ; 

Twirling  of  tail  for  of  philabeg. 

Holo,  beware ! 

Have  we  a  care 

For  toppling  whale  and  for  swaying  bear. 

Care  to  our  feet 

Where  marking  the  beat 

Sea-trout  go  dashing  like  fiddling  fleet ! 

Our  voices  swell 
The  last  long  yell, 
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Drowning  the  howling  wind,  heard  in  hell. 

These  need  not  teach 

Us  of  the  beach; 

Raise  thou  thy  squeal,  child ;  I  my  screech ! 


THE  POET 

I 

jp 

THE  WAKE 

GOD: 

Morag  lying  on  the  shore  so  lonely, 

Deep  in  death-dreams, 
Morag,  I  prowling  round  thy  coffin,  only 

Drift-wood  its  beams, 

I  roaming  round  thee,  redoubling  round  thee; 
And  foxgloves  for  candles,  four  squirrels  have 
found  thee. 

Morag,  I  am  swiftly,  swiftly  pacing, 

Unresting  I ; 
Ranging  and  turning,  menacing  and  chasing, 

Morag  anigh; 

Growling,  so  much  see  I,  so  much  see  not; 
And  mine  is  the  weird  and  thou  dost  it  dree 
not. 

Morag,  ohee ! 

THE  FISHES: 

Here  the  soft  wave  lifted  thee  and  laid  thee; 
We  followed  thee, 
31 


Willing  to  know  what  called  thee  or  what 

stayed  thee 
In  White  Kirk  of  Sea; 

Seals  all  the  time  were  guarding  and  gliding, 
That  we  could  not  see  through  the  windows, 

they  griding. 


Leap  we  from  the  wave,  lo,  out  around  thee, 

— The  curling  fishes, 
The  gleaming  fishes,  thy  wake-dancers. 

Bound  we 

Now  once;  now  it  swishes, 
The  dance  of  the  spread  tail  and  body  slipping, 
The  mournful  mouth  and  the  wild  death- 
skipping. 
Ohrohvanee ! 


CHRIST: 

Sleeping  Morag,  Morag  the  heart-weary, 

Now  rest  thee; 
Unto  thee  I  come  that  aught  of  eerie 

Far,  far  flee; 

I  around  thee  moving,  there  is  waving 
By  thee  garment  white,  pure  hem  of  saving. 
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Morag,  the  kind-handed,  foolish-hearted, 

Morag  so  dead; 
Why  didst  drown  thee?  when  the  billow 

started 

Then  hadst  thou  fled, 

Running  safe  to  me  o'er  yeast  and  foam-froth, 
Hadst  thou  willed  it,  so  then  hadst  thou  come 
forth. 

Ohiu,  ohiu ! 


SATAN : 

Satan  comes  to  tread  his  lonely  measure, 

Satan  so  slim; 
Horny  hoof  shall  leave  its  lightsome  pressure, 

Speaking  of  him ; 

Harmless  Satan,  lamb  on  hill-side  gamb'lling, 
Sylvan  Satan,  by  the  loch  shore-rambling. 

Morag,  thou  art  dead;  and  what  to  Satan, 

Morag,  thy  death? 
Where  art  going,  which  porch  dost  thou 

wait  in, 

Gasping  for  breath? 

And  meantime  Satan  doth  dance  before  thee, 
And  meantime  Satan  doth  scamper  o'er  thee. 
Never  thou  grue ! 
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THE  POLE-CAT: 

Let  me  rest  my  paws  upon  thy  bosom, 

Gazing  on  thee ; 
Morag,  upon  thine  my  body  lissom 

Stretched  shall  be ; 

Mouse  and  bird  and  all  the  world  forgetting, 
Did  I  come,  my  legs  in  cold  burns  wetting, 
Ho  ro !  for  thee ! 


THE  MINSTREL: 

Beauty  of  sad  tunes  on  eyelids  wearied, 

Morag  the  fair, 
Comfort  of  sad  tunes  be  on  thy  spirit, 

Caring  thy  care; 

Music-ripples  on  thy  boat  are  lapping, 
Thy  dark  coffin-boat  whose  sails  are  flapping. 

Safe  to  gloaming  sunset  be  thy  journey, 

Breaking  no  dream; 
We  are  watching  from  the  hill-side  ferny, 

Where  thou  dost  stream; 
Be  of  us  thy  thinking,  us  thy  slumber, 
While  the  waves  croon  round  thee  without 
number. 

Morag,  hee  ree ! 
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THE  MALLARD  I 

Mallard  needs  no  more  to  guide  and  guard 

thee, 

Morag,  farewell ; 
Now  no  charm  nor  talisman  debarred  thee, 

While  greater  swell 
The  winds  and  waves  and  night-clouds,  calm, 

uncraven, 

Enter  thou  there,  within  the  long  white 
haven, 

Morag  the  free ! 


35 
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II 

STORM 

Twigs  of  despair  on  the  high  trees  uplifted ; 

Torn  cloud  flying  behind ; 
Whistling  wind  through  the  dead  leaves 
drifted ; 

Oho !  my  mind 
With  you  is  wracked  and  ruined  and  rifted. 

Waves  of  the  angry  firth  high-flying, 

Rainstorm  striping  the  sea, 
Sleet-mist  shrouding  the  hills ;  day  dying; 

Now  around  me 
Closes  the  darkness  of  night  in,  wild  crying. 

God  of  the  storm,  in  thy  storm's  heart  un- 
meted 

My  shallop  soul  rideth  where  roars 
The  swirling  water-spout, — rides  undefeated; 

No  rudder,  no  oars ; 
Only  within,  thy  small  image  seated. 
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Ill 

THE  WHALE'S  DEATH-CROON 

LADY-LORD 

Sleep,  Sagacity  of  ocean; 
Slumber,  monarch  of  tide-motion; 
Sleep,  well  drained  thy  Ever-potion. 

Off  thy  counsel,  off  thy  caring, 
Off  thy  woes  put ;  babe-like  faring, 
Rest  now,  rocked  in  soft  seas'  sparing. 

THE  OTHERS: 

Lady-lord  by  thee  is  kneeling; 
Dream  chant  over  thee  is  stealing, 
Song  of  death  and  hymn  of  healing. 

SWAN: 

On  white  wings  of  benedidtion 
Watching  o'er  thy  last  affliction, 
Comfort  breathing  and  convidtion, 

I  have  been  by  thee ;  I  go  not ; 
Wild  wind  over  thee  shall  blow  not, 
Nor  but  holy  curachs  row  not. 
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THE  OTHERS: 

Mystic  swan  guard  keepeth  o'er  thee, 
Safety  like  sweet  wine  doth  pour  thee, 
Naught  of  ill  can  come  before  thee. 


CHILD: 

Be  in  name  of  Jonah  blessed; 
Saviour,  sleep  now,  pure-confessed; 
Thou  in  slumber  shroud  soft-dressed. 

Borne  this  night  on  currents  streaming 
From  our  ken  mid  candles  gleaming, 
Close,  at  Tir-nan-og,  thy  dreaming. 


THE  OTHERS : 

Little  one  of  man  is  laying 

On  thy  lips  his  lips  and  praying ; 

In  his  arms  thy  grey  head  staying. 


WILD-CAT: 

When  I  saw  thee  I  did  love  thee, 
Never  was  I  frightened  of  thee, 
Feared  but  as  it  did  behove  thee. 
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Thou  now  dead,  lo,  I  have  sought  thee, 
Pine-bough  in  my  mouth  have  brought 

thee; 
This  the  wreath  that  I  have  wrought 

thee. 

THE  OTHERS : 

Wild  cat's  offering  on  thee  rightly 
Placed,  lie  upon  thee  lightly; 
Forest  tribute,  sombre,  sightly. 


THE  CANTORS ! 

We  the  cantors  now  attend  thee, 

Now  accompany,  defend  thee 

In  thy  passing;  heavenward  send  thee. 

We  thy  New-life  song  intoning, 

Breath  of  Christ  threadeth  our  moaning; 

Hear  Christ's  voice  mid  solemn  groaning. 


THE  OTHERS : 

Now  begins  the  Whale  of  yonder; 
Bow  our  heads  in  awe  and  wonder; 
Glory  give  we  God,  and  ponder. 
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THE  FISHES: 

In  heav'n  God  the  Father, 
Here  the  Babe  Criosta ! 
lahveh,  we  gather 

Praise  to  sing :  seest  a 
Multitude  sieging  the  Holy  Shore, 
The  flowing-robed  fishes  come  to  adore. 

We  had  thy  token, 

Thy  light  to  lighten  us, — 
Ichthys;  awoken, 

He  bade  us  not  frighten  us ; 
Bade  us  arise,  and  he  led  us  on, 
Till  we  saw  the  moonlight  on  towered  Sion. 

Frore  is  the  green  sea, 

Snow  silent  falling  is ; 
Where  the  waves  lean,  see 
Our  choir  installing  is; 
New  the  antiphon  now  raise  we; 
Jesus  is  born  to  us :  Jubilee ! 
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THE  BIRDS: 

Winging  o'er  sea- wave, 

Cloudmist  o'erhanging  us, 
Thus  up  the  sea-nave, 

Green  billows  banging  us, 
Sought  we,  Jesus,  the  altar;  claw 
And  web-foot  are  set  on  the  holy  straw. 

Hovering,  adoring, 

From  the  crib-niches  four, 
Sinking  and  soaring 

From  black  roof -tree  which  is  o'er, 
Wild  duck  and  moon-white  swan  of  the  sea 
Are  thick  as  a  curtain  and  cloud  round  thee. 

Josa  now  laud  we, 

Josa  Messiah  mild ! 
Unto  our  God  we 

Albed  bishops  cry  a  wild 
Gloria,  Treader  of  waves !  Noel 
Is  come  to  us,  come  Prince  Emmanuel ! 


THE  BEASTS : 

Round  the  bright  stable 
Trampling,  oh  hark  to  us, 


Bristling  shapes  sable 

Thronged  in  the  dark.  To  us 
Seething  and  packing  still,  rib  to  rib, 
Have  regard,  Thou  of  the  radiant  crib ! 

Our  hordes  from  the  mountains 
Stemming  the  torrents  came. 
Dreaming  thy  count'nance, 

Loosed  from  their  warrants,  lame, 
Halt  and  aged  made  pace  to  thee, 
Anxious  to  bend  to  the  Christ  the  knee. 

Thou  there  reclining, 

Let  thy  light  smite  on  us, 
Tribes  of  the  Whining 

And  Howling  that  bite.  On  us 
Comes  down  a  fiery  tongue.  Christ,  ha,  ha, 
Utter  we  strange  word :  Hallelujah ! 


THE  PEOPLE : 

Cleaving  the  ocean, 

Coming  in  coracles, 
Christ  our  Devotion, 

Led  by  thine  oracles, 
Out  of  the  cloud  mist  emerging,  we 
Shape  us  forth  and  draw  near  to  thee. 
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Left  we  sleep-dreaming 

The  isles  in  the  winter-seas, 
Hut-lit  mid  streaming 

Black  wave,  while  our  print  o'er  these 
Curling  and  foaming  behind  us  grew; 
Heaving,  O  Jesumaria,  to  You ! 

Babe,  where  thou  liest, 

Turn  thou  thy  face  on  us ; 
Lift  thy  hand.  Highest, 

Shed  thou  thy  grace  on  us ; 
We  thy  parents,  Son,  named  of  thee 
Thus,  sing  Ave :  Ave,  Fili ! 
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V 
CHRIST  IN  HADES 

CHRIST: 

Earth  souls,  all  hail  ye ! 

Pit-fiends,  not  quail  ye ! 

Peace  unto  Hades ; 

Jesus  has  made  his 

Sign  of  the  Cross ;  and  that  faithful  tree, 
Its  roots  in  Hell  be. 

My  hands  the  rifted, 

Like  candles  uplifted, 

I  hold  o'er  the  vista 

Of  death,  your  Cri'sta ; 
Come  unto  me,  ye  spirits  in  thrall, 
Devildom  all ! 


WOMEN  : 

Ah  me !  ah  Jesus ! 

Who  is't  not  flees  us  ? 

What  light  not  lurid 

Hath  Hell  endured? 

Jesus  still  trembling  from  Cross  and  pale, 
From  the  lost,  give  thee  hail ! 
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KINGS: 

King  Christ,  all  claiming, 

Thyself  thus  naming; 

Hadst  strange  ovation 

At  thy  coronation; 
Hadst  liegemen  strange  in  us,  Criosta 

Righ, 
At  thy  last  levee. 


MINSTRELS  I 

Criosta  Be-all, 

Pre-centor  Real, 

Our  Pattern !  Saviour, 

Upon  the  clavier 

Thy  pupils  damned,  we  worship  thee, 
In  our  base  degree. 


GIANTS  : 

We  longtime  huddled 

Our  knees  had  cuddled, 

Sitting  like  boulders, 

And  hunched  our  shoulders ; 
Never  we  hoped  we  should  see  thy  face, 
Oh  wrung  Christ  of  Grace ! 
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CHILDREN : 

Sobbing  in  Hades, 

Lost  and  afraid  His 

Just  wrath  our  Father, 

— Fruit  we  must  gather; 
Stay  thou  with  us  in  deep  Hell :  Sole  love 
Christus,  obh  obh ! 

DEVILS: 

In  cleft  and  corner, 

Imp,  tempter,  scorner, — 

Thou  hast  not  missed  us, 

Hearteasing  Christus; 
Suffering  thy  peace -eyes  to  us  to  go, 
As  how  long  ago ! 

ALL: 

We  thine,  adore  thee; 
Saviour,  implore  thee; 
Go  not  thou  from  us, 
God's  Son  of  Promise; 
Unblessed  oh  leave  us  not,  Christ  ohee ! 

CHRIST: 
Benedicamini! 


VI 

GOD'S  CALL 

Beast,  fairy,  mortal  and  God  am  I ; 
On  mortal  and  fairy  and  beast  I  cry. 

Cow  so  moody,  by  cold  loch's  edge, 
Leave  thy  musing,  come  forth  the  sedge; 
Bull  in  the  bracken,  wild  bull  of  revenge, 
Over  the  heather,  I  call  thee,  plunge. 

Slim  rabbit,  come;  and  weasel,  rise, 
The  yellow  hunger  light  in  thine  eyes ; 
Fox,  be  thy  tail  for  our  fiery  cross, 
Calling  the  creatures  the  glens  across. 

Fairy  and  kelpie  and  ghost  from  the  grave, 
Shepherd  and  sheep-dog  and  maiden 

brave, 

Fisher  and  magic  fisher,  to  me ! 
And  we  walk  afar  o'er  the  wimpling  sea. 

Over  the  sea  to  the  sea-lands  strange 
Where  the  sea-bees  hum  and  the  sea-cats 
range; 
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We  will  reach  the  lands  that  I  do  not  know, 
Where  alone,  oh  creatures,  I  would  not  go  1 

Beast,  fairy,  mortal  and  God  am  I ; 
On  mortal  and  fairy  and  beast  I  cry. 


VII 
PRAYER-ANSWERING 

God  am  I ;  hear  me,  creatures  that  pray : 
Entreaty- web- weavers,  list  what  I  say. 

Mother,  beset  me  not  so  sore; 

The  bard-boy  is  glad  where  the  black  whales 

roar; 

The  sailing  green  ice-towers  they  pass  him  by, 
Sitting  safe,  to  the  crew  making  melody. 

Toad,  thou  hast  heard,  must  thou  hear  again, — 
Seeking  a  soul,  is  thy  labour  vain; 
Fat  on  thine  arms  it  was  granted  thee, 
Spotted  skin,  and  warts ;  now  contented  be. 

Why  do  I  suffer  that  winds  blow  cold ; 
That  bread  is  so  little;  that  fades  the  gold 
From  the  heads  of  mortals  ?  Ah  fairy,  they 
Have  asked,  think  you  not  ?  but  I  do  not  say. 

Creature  beloved,  my  minstrel,  thou 
Singing  earth-beauty,  hast  found  enow; 
Yet  I  give  unto  thee  an  unasked  boon; 
Of  the  sigh  of  the  luckless  to  weave  a  tune. 
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Now  must  I  hence,  now  must  live  and  be, 
Children,  all  that  which  ye  dimly  see, — 
Love  and  loathing  and  peace  and  plague, 
And  toiling  sea  and  the  soul's  main  vague. 

God  am  I ;  go  from  me,  ye  that  pray, 
And  peace  light  each  up-turned  face  its 
way. 


VIII 
THE  SICK  WOMAN 

Dear  one,  when  I  die,  how  wilt  thou  hail  me? 

What  wilt  thou  say? 
What  wilt  thou  sing  that  so  my  heart  not  fail 

me 

Ere  I  away, 

Leaving  thee,  light  of  moon  and  strength- 
guide  of  my  way? 

Sleep  of  Jesus  on  the  rolling  billow; 

Eyelids  so  pure; 
And  his  curls  wet-tossing  on  the  pillow, 

&;i4  Coiled  rope; — sure 
Slumber  and  sweet  heaven-dreams  'mid 
heaving  breakers'  stour. 

Sleep  of  mine  upon  the  rushing  sea-wave, 

Rushing  from  thee; 
Sleep  of  soul  of  mine  while  splashing  sea  rave 

Round  barque  so  wee; 

Waking  mine  on  sheen-sand,  watch  mine  till 
there  thou  be. 
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IX 
A  WOMAN'S  LOVE-SONG 

Dear  one,  where  to-night  is  thy  pillow, 

Will  no  bird  tell  me? 
On  the  flying  loud-whistling  billow 

Driv'st  thou  with  kelpie? 
Kelpie  thy  sleeping  head  rude-rocking, 
Wild  kelpie  thy  perfect  white  face  mocking. 

Or  mid  the  mountains  is  roof  that  shelters 

Thee,  my  dear  one? 

And  the  cold  mountain  moonlight  where 
welters 

The  cloud-wrack,  so  clear  on 
Thy  peaceful  features,  thy  dreaming  features ; 
And  pacing  round  thee  the  wild  hill-creatures. 

My  eyes  are  weary  gazing  into  darkness, 

My  hands  long  empty; 
The  cold  ashes  at  my  feet  are  sparkless 

Of  log  unkempt ;  I 

In  blind  wraith-body  afar  come  groping 
My  path  to  thee  o'er  the  sea-floods  sloping. 


X 

A  WOMAN'S*SORROW-SONG 

Oh  curach,  baby  of  the  big  black  billow, 

In  thy  strange  cradle; 
Oh  bairn  of  flood  and  wind  that  tend  thy 

pillow 

While  witches  ladle 

The  foaming  sea-milk  of  the  storm  beside  thee 
That  thou  may'st  sup;  and  dancing  deils 
deride  thee ; 

Wild  is  thy  lot,  my  babe;  but  mine  is  wilder; 

My  heart  the  curach; 
My  sorrow,  sea- waves;  and  my  milk,  un- 

milder 

Thinking  that  lureth 
All  storms  and  wild  wave-laments  to  beset 

me 

For  my  loved  dear  one,  far,  who  doth  forget 
me. 
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XI 

THE  APPARITION 

"  Oh  why  do  you  run  on  the  leafless  lea, 

Lady  so  lonely- wild? 
Where  are  the  shoon  of  your  feet  so  free, 

And  where  was  your  plaid  beguiled? 
And  why  so  streameth  your  long,  long  hair, 
Nor  snood  nor  comb  of  the  horn  is  there?  " 

"  Oh  the  wind  it  blew  the  green  plaid  away, 

And  whirled  it  over  .the  hill; 
The  briar-bush  caught  my  ribbons  astray 

And  there  in  the  thorns  they  are  still; 
And  the  brooch  that  opened  and  scarted  my 

chin, 
'Mid  the  stones  of  the  loch  I  cast  it  in. 

"  But  the  better  I  run  in  my  jacket  tight, 

And  the  divots  are  soft  to  my  toes ; 
For  the  wild  bird's  wings  I've  my  lint-locks 

light, 

And  the  grey  cloud  over  me  goes ; 
And  ever  I'll  run  more  swiftly  and  ever  with- 
out a  goal, 

For  the  wind  has  blown  into  my  body  and 
blown  away  my  soul !  " 
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THE  BEASTS 

I 
THE  BEASTS  TO  THE  CHILD 

THE  EAGLE: 

Oh  scale  the  ben,  child,  come  with  me 

To  aerie  lone; 
My  eaglet  waits,  watching  for  thee 

From  cloud-wrapped  stone ; 
His  sheet  the  branches  dead  I  fetched; 
By  his  warm-clad  limbs  there  thy  limbs  be 
stretched. 

Fir-organ  of  the  forest  roars 

In  chasm  beneath ; 
Cloud-boiling  of  the  mist  up-pours 

From  pot-of-death; 
And  like  a  boat  on  fog-sea  sailing 
The  aerie  rocks,  the  father  round  it  wailing ! 


THE  cow: 

Ah  child,  my  dear,  to  me  so  sweet, 
My  babe,  my  own, 
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— The  fluttering  of  thy  little  feet 

The  paths  adown 
A  merry  noise  like  fiddling  making, 
That  all  the  beasts  their  homesteads  are  for- 
saking— 

Oh  little  music-one,  in  stall 

Be  safe  with  me; 
My  voice  the  pibroch,  I  will  call 

Balooo'er  thee; 

Warm  eye  of  Jesus  o'er  us  bending, 
Thou,  child,  the  tended;  I  thy  nurse,  thee 
tending. 


THE  WILD-CAT: 

He  loves  thee  not,  he  loveth  me. 

— Holosodear! 
Strong  are  my  arms  to  succour  thee, 

Draw  thou  anear. 

Oh  soft  my  arms  are  for  thy  sleeping, 
And  I  will  clasp  thee  close  in  my  fast  keeping. 

Oh  cub  of  hope,  my  light-of-eyes, 
Glamour  and  love ! 
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I  conjure  thee  by  earth  so  wise 

And  heaven  above. 
My  life-boon  thou  wilt  not  deny  it, 
— Ah  dost  thou  answer  not?  Why  art  thou 
quiet? 
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II 

THE  WOMAN  AND  THE  BEASTS 

"  Pole-cat,  what  means  it  at  break  of  day 
When  shimmers  the  heart  like  the  white  falls* 

spray?  " 
"  I  mind  my  cubs  and  I  will  not  say." 

"  Eagle,  hast  known  and  canst  thou  tell 
Why  the  soul  to  herself  sings    a   crooning 

spell?" 
"  My  soul  disdaineth  to  sing;  I  yell." 

"  Oh  wise  little  doe,  so  mild  of  mien, 
If  not  for  my  blessed  one,  why  hath  it  been  ?  " 
"  I  would  deem  he  is  glad  mid  the  knolls 
so  green." 


THE  FAIRIES 

I 
THE  MERMAID  AND  THE  MINSTREL 

THE  MERMAID: 

Oh  love  my  rare  one, 
Perf  eft  and  fair  one, 
Lovely  and  dear  one, 
For  thee  I  die. 

Cold  wave  of  morning 

In  rock  caldron  churning, 
— Daybreak  unadorning 

The  froth  of  its  spurning — 
Less  lovely  cold  wave  of  morning  than  thou. 


THE  MINSTREL: 

Wet  sea-pink  laved 

With  salt  spray  heaved 
From  sea-crest,  and  waved 
By  sand- winds  grieved, 
Sharp  sea-pink  laved  less  cleansed  than 
thou. 
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THE  MERMAID: 

Mackerel  pied,  in 

Sea-fields  that  broaden, 
— First  dawn-cloud  spied  in 
Wave-land  the  sodden, — 
Dappled  fresh  foam-fish  less  pearl-fair  than 
thou. 

Oh  love  my  rare  one, 
Perf edl  and  fair  one 
Lovely  and  dear  one, 
For  thee  I  die. 
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II 

GOD  AND  THE  MERMAID 

MERMAID: 
I  come,  God,  to  thee! 

GOD: 

Cold  blood  of  the  sea, 
Rise  up  before  me. 

MERMAID  : 

As  worm  through  the  sod 
A  staircase  hath  wrought  her, 

Ascending  to  God, 

So  I  through  the  water. 

GOD: 
Approach,  my  daughter. 


MERMAID: 

I  bring  thee  thine  own, 
Thy  love  for  thee, 
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Wherewith  thou  hast  burdened 

Me  in  the  sea. 

Thou  only  art  lover,  the  vessels 
but  we. 

I  bring  thee  thine  own, 

Weight  of  my  soul, 
Soul  thou  hast  fated 

To  wan  waves  that  roll 
Over  it  ever,  thy  pleasure  my  dole. 

Christ  was  crucified  once  for  me; 
But  I  how  often,  oh  God,  for  thee ! 

GOD: 

And  wouldst  thou  barter 
With  me,  my  martyr? 
Or  holds  the  imparter 
Less  pain  than  the  pained? 

MERMAID: 

I  will  let  be  the  dye,  who  am  but  the 
stained. 

Down  the  steep 
Of  the  wave  I  leap, 
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Dashing  before  me  the  beasts  of  the 

deep; 
The  trapdoor  of  dreams  shuts  over  my 

face, 

The  tombstone  billow  falls  back  apace. 
I  work  God's  salvation  once  more  in  my 

place. 
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